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CHARACTERS 

Madame  Scarlatina 

Enid 

Miss  Spencer 

Time:  The  present. 

Place:   A  fortune-telling  parlor  in  the  "best  part"  of 
Eighth  Avenue,  New  York. 

Note:    In  this  work,  unless  indicated  otherwise,  all 
lines  are  to  be  spoken. 


MUSICAL  NUMBERS 

Sweep 

Kinda  Sorta  Doing  Nothing 

Real  Rich  Ladies 

The  Oldest  Trick  in  the  World 

Dear  Madame  Scarlatina 

The  Fortune  and  The  White  Slavery  Duet 

All  the  Young  Men 

The  Oldest  Trick  in  the  World  (reprise) 


DESCRIPTION  OF  CHARACTERS 

Madame  Scarlatina:  A  woman  anywhere  from  thirty- 
five  to  fifty  years  old.  She  has  seen  better  days  insofar  as 
physical  beauty  is  concerned,  but  none  of  them  during 
the  last  fifteen  years.  She  is  imperious  and  overbearing 
with  Enid,  and  she  is  haughty  and  condescendingly  po- 
lite with  clients.  She  changes  completely  when  she  is  with 
a  client.  Her  English  is  better,  she  is  reserved,  and  she 
only  lets  us  see  a  flash  of  her  frustrated  nervous  self  when 
she  is  in  the  heat  of  giving  a  spiel.  She  wears  a  slip  with 
a  long  gypsy  skirt  over  it.  When  she  is  behind  the  drapes 
during  Miss  Spencer's  first  scene,  she  adds  a  full  blouse 
and  a  turban  to  complete  her  costume. 

Enid:  A  girl  about  sixteen  years  old.  Rather  pretty, 
she  does  not  have  a  personality  that  will  make  its  mark 
on  the  world.  Although  she  is  not  funny-dumb,  she  is  not 
too  bright,  and  is  the  slowest  creature  imaginable.  She  is 
the  exact  opposite  of  Madame's  native  cunning  and 
shrewdness.  Even  when  she  taunts  Madame  at  the  end 
of  the  work,  it  is  more  in  the  spirit  of  school-girl  jeering 
rather  than  being  deliberately  malicious  or  cruel.  She 
wears  a  sweater-skirt-sneakers-and-white-socks  ensemble 
that  marks  her  as  a  high-school  student. 

Miss  Spencer:  A  woman  in  her  late  thirties.  She  con- 
stantly flutters  and  she  is  inclined  to  leap  from  subject  to 
subject.  Her  portrayal  of  the  birdlike  spinster  is  almost 
too  good.  Her  clothes  are  not  new  or  fashionable,  but 
they  are  neat  and  clean  and  inconspicuously  mended.  Her 
hat  is  just  a  bit  silly  and  looks  as  though  it  were  a  cast- 
off  from  someone  whom  it  suited.  She  carries  a  large 
leather  handbag  and  wears  a  short  fur  jacket  with  at  least 
twenty  buttons  down  the  front  of  it. 
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Time:  The  present. 

Place:  A  fortune-telling  parlor  in  "the  best  part"  of 
Eighth  Avenue,  New  York. 

Scene:  We  see  a  rather  seedy,  cramped,  garish  living 
quarters  on  the  street  level  of  a  building  located  on 
Eighth  Avenue  in  the  late  forties.  Against  one  wall 
is  an  unmade  cot,  there  is  a  small  refrigerator  with 
a  two-ring  electric  burner  on  top,  a  kerosene  stove 
for  heating,  and  a  closet  which  serves  as  clothes 
closet  plus  pantry.  There  are  several  pictures  on  the 
wall,  and  prominent  among  them  is  the  photograph 
of  a  rather  pretty  nun.  All  this  is  pretty  far  Upstage, 
and  the  entrance  to  this  room  is  Downstage  Left. 
Set  Downstage  on  a  level  with  this  door  is  a  small 
table  draped  with  a  black  velvet  cloth  trimmed  with 
gold  fringe.  On  it  is  a  pack  of  cards.  Two  straight- 
backed  chairs  are  on  either  side  of  the  table.  An 
overstuffed  armchair  with  a  sprung  bottom  is  Down- 
stage Right,  and  next  to  it,  hanging  from  a  standard, 
is  a  Chinese  gong  with  a  dragon  painted  on  it.  Half- 
way between  Upstage  and  Downstage  a  wire  runs 
across  the  stage  at  the  height  of  about  six  feet.  We 
don't  notice  this  wire  until  Madame  pulls  the  dra- 
peries across  during  the  course  of  the  play.  These 
draperies  are  sateen  and  candlewick  bedspreads 
which  separate  business  from  living  quarters.  The 
center  bedspread  has  a  tied-and-dyed  design  on  it 
done  by  Madame,  and  is  unfortunately  finished  with 
rows  of  sequins  outlining  the  rather  dreary  pattern. 
When  these  "draperies"  are  pulled  across,  all  we  see 
is  the  entrance  door,  the  card  table  with  the  two 
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chairs,  the  armchair,  and  the  gong.  Passage  from 
Upstage  to  Downstage  is  accomplished  simply  by 
pushing  aside  two  of  the  bedspreads. 

At  Rise:  Madame  Scarlatina  is  sitting  on  the  unmade 
cot  and  putting  on  great  quantities  of  junk  jewelry 
which  she  gets  out  of  a  shoe  box  on  the  cot  beside 
her.  She  is  nagging  Enid  who  is  sweeping.  That  is, 
Enid  is  leaning  on  a  broom  and  staring  into  space 
in  the  classic  attitude  of  a  WPA  worker. 

Madame.  (Sings  i( Sweep!') 
Sweep. 

Let's  see  some  action. 
Sweep. 

That  isn't  cleaning  up;  that's  just  disturbing  dirt. 
Sweep. 

You  missed  that  corner. 
Sweep. 

You  haven't  learned  one  thing  that  I've  been  teaching  you. 
Here's  my  hand: 
Show  me  the  mountain  of  Venus. 
(Enid  points  to  the  wrong  place  in  Madame's  hand.) 
WRONG! 
My  head's  fine, 

Still  there's  just  one  brain  between  us. 
Sweep. 

That's  all  you're  good  for. 
Sweep. 

No  man  is  gonna  want  you  if  you  don't  sweep  clean. 
(Speaks.)  Don't  you  even  know  why  you're  here  with  me? 

Enid.  Mama  sent  me. 

Madame.  I  mean  the  real  reason  why  you're  here. 

Enid.  She  said  if  I  didn't  I'd  have  to  go  to  work  in  the 
dime  store. 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
You  are  here  to  learn  the  business. 
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Soon  you  gotta  support  yourself. 
But  it's  a  hard  fight  teaching  you, 
And  the  cards  are  stacked  against  us; 
It's  just  you  and  me 
Against  your  brain. 

Enid.  My  teacher  says  I  have  a  sweet  nature. 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
Sweet  nature! 

That's  not  gonna  help  you  read  the  cards. 
Sweet  nature! 

Is  that  gonna  pay  the  rent? 
Or  will  it  buy  a  steak? 
We've  got  to  stamp  out  that  sweet  nature 
If  we're  gonna  make  a  reader  out  of  you. 

Enid.  Yes'm. 

Madame.  Not  yes'm.  Yes,  Madame. 

Enid.  Yes'm,  Madame. 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
I  told  your  mama  I  would  teach  you  the  business 
Out  of  the  kindness  of  my  heart. 
If  she  wasn't  a  good  friend,  I  never  would  do  it; 
You  don't  even  know  how  to 
Sweep. 

You  just  don't  bother. 
Sweep. 

You  need  determination  like  the  kind  I  have. 
What  was  it  brought  me  from  'way  up  town 
To  the  best  part  of  Eighth  Avenue? 
What  was  it  took  me  from  a  quarter  a  reading 
To  a  five-  or  ten-dollar  fee? 
Just  determination. 
Pure  determination. 

One  of  the  many  things  you  haven't  got. 
And  without  it  you  will  never  learn  to  read  the  cards, 
Or  learn  to  read  the  palm, 
Or  learn  to  read  the  crystal, 
Or  the  tea  leaves. 
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And  you'll  never  even  learn  to 

Sweep ! 

You  missed  that  corner. 

(Enid  sweeps  apathetically •<  as  Madame  puts  on  the  rest 

of  her  jewels,  then  rises.  Speaks.)  All  right,  Enid,  let's 

see  how  much  you  remember  from  yesterday.  How  do 

you  announce  me?  (Enid  pays  no  attention.)  Enid! 

Enid.  I  have  to  hit  that  old  pan. 

Madame.  Pan?  Pan?  You  mean  that  very  expensive 
Chinese  gong.  That  gong  costs  plenty,  but  it's  worth  it. 
(She  hits  the  gong,  and  the  sound  is  loud  and  unpleasant, 
like  a  pan.)  Well,  it  adds  mystery.  And  atmosphere.  And 
don't  you  ever  call  it  a  pan.  Then  what? 

Enid.  Then  I  call  your  name. 

Madame.  Let's  hear  you  do  it. 

Enid.  Madame — Madame — Scarlet — Scarletphina. 

Madame.  Scarlatina.  Is  that  so  hard? 

Enid.  Yes'm,  Madame. 

Madame.  Say  it  four  times  and  you'll  remember  it. 
(Enid  shuts  her  eyes  and  moves  her  mouth  forming  the 
hard  word  silently.)  Out  loud. 

Enid.  Scarlatina,  Scarlatina,  Scarlatina,  Scarletphina. 
Tina,  tina. 

Madame.  That's  better.  Now  remember  that,  Enid. 
What  do  you  do  next? 

Enid.  I  pull  back  the  bedspread  so  you  can  come  in. 

Madame.  No  bedspread — drapery!  The  drapery  is  like 
the  gong;  for  atmosphere.  There's  nothing  mysterious 
about  pans  and  bedspreads. 

Enid.  Then  I  gotta  sit  back  there  and  listen  while  you 
give  the  reading  and  I  learn  how  to  do  it. 

Madame.  That's  what's  supposed  to  happen,  but  it  sure 
hasn't  worked  out  so  far. 

Enid.  Then  when  the  customer — 

Madame.  Client! 

Enid.  When  the  client  gets  ready  to  go,  I  open  the 
bedspr — draperies  to  let  you  in,  then  I  open  the  door  to 
let  her  out. 
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Madame.  That's  better.  And  if  you  can  remember  ail 
that  until  tomorrow,  I  will  be  one  astonished  woman. 

Enid.  My  teacher  says  I  try  real  hard. 

Madame.  The  more  I  hear  about  that  woman,  the  glad- 
der I  am  I  didn't  finish  high  school. 

Enid.  She's  real  sweet. 

Madame.  Yeah.  And  she  says  you  try  real  hard.  And 
she  says  you  have  a  sweet  nature.  Well,  that's  about  as 
positive  as  thinking  ever  could  get. 

Enid.  Yes'm,  Madame. 

Madame.  (Going  Down  to  the  table  and  sitting  to  the 
Lejt  of  it,  in  the  client's  chair.)  All  right,  Enid,  let's  see 
you  give  me  a  reading  now.  Sit  in  my  place  and  lay  'em 
out.  Do  you  remember  what  all  of  'em  mean? 

Enid.  Yes'm,  Madame.  All  fifty-one. 

Madame.  Fifty-two.  Lay  'em  out. 

(She  gets  a  can  of  beer  from  the  refrigerator  which  she 
opens  as  Enid  lays  out  the  cards  for  Klondike.) 

Enid.  One  up  and  six  down.  One  up  and  five  down. 

Madame.  (Bringing  her  beer  Down  to  the  table  and 
sweeping  up  the  cards.)  That's  not  reading,  that's  soli- 
taire. Here.  Let  me  do  it.  (Enid  stares  into  space.) 
Watch,  Enid.  (Enid  hums  a  little  "skat"  melody.)  Enid! 
(Enid  stops  in  mid-note.)  Now.  Read  'em  to  me. 

Enid.  Well,  that  there  is  the  three  of  diamonds.  And 
that  there  is  the  king  of  diamonds.  And  that's  the  five  of 
spades. 

Madame.  Clubs. 

Enid.  Yes'm,  Madame.  Clubs.  And  that's  the — 

Madame.  Wait  a  minute.  Nobody's  going  to  pay  you 
a  dollar  just  to  hear  you  call  out  the  names.  Tell  me 
what's  going  to  happen  to  me. 

Enid.  Well,  you're  gonna  get  married  and  have  four 
children  and  live  happily  ever  after. 

Madame.  (Looking  at  her  narrowly.)  Are  you  making 
fun  of  me? 


10      THE  OLDEST  TRICK  IN  THE  WORLD 

Enid.  No,  ma'm,  Madame.  (Warming  up.)  And  you're 
gonna  take  a  long  trip  and  meet  important  people,  and, 
uh,  meet  important  people,  and  die  of — of — tonsils. 

Madame.  Die  of  tonsils.  Die  of  tonsils.  Nobody  dies  of 
tonsils. 

Enid.  My  uncle  died  of  tonsils. 

Madame.  That's  about  right.  Now,  go  on.  Get  me  in- 
terested; make  it  mysterious. 

Enid.  Well,  all  your  teeth  are  going  to  fall  out,  and  a 
big  awful  ghost  is  going  to  grab  you  and  take  you  off  in 
the  night.  And  kill  you  dead. 

Madame.  What  about  those  tonsils?  I  thought  it  was 
them  that  was  going  to  do  me  in? 

Enid.  That's  afterwards. 

Madame.  After  what? 

Enid.  After  you  meet  the  important  people. 

(Silence;  pregnant.) 

Madame.  That  is  the  absolute  rock-bottom  in  future 
reading.  When  you  start  reading  professionally,  if  you 
start  reading  professionally,  the  only  way  you  will  get  a 
client  to  come  in  to  wherever  you  are  reading  profes- 
sionally, is  to  have  a  big  sign  outside  that  says:  "Going 
out  of  Business."  Do  you  remember  anything  I  told  you 
about  those  cards? 

Enid.  Uh— 

Madame.  Which  one  is  me?  (Enid  points  to  the  center 
card.)  All  right,  now,  where  is  my  future?  (Enid  points 
to  three  cards.)  Uh  huh.  Now,  what  is  that  first  card? 

Enid.  Unexpected  Surprise. 

Madame.  Yeah.  And  what  is  that  next  to  it? 

Enid.  Tragic  Loss. 

Madame.  Uh.  That's  right.  And  never  say  death.  If 
you  do,  you'll  scare  'em  away.  Just  say  Tragic  Loss  and 
put  your  eyes  down  like  you  don't  want  to  say  more.  And 
never  say  Tragic  Loss  to  a  woman  unless  you're  sure  she's 
married, 
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Enid.  Why? 

Madame.  Because  most  of  'em  are  married  to  a  paid-up 
policy,  which  means  they  can  grieve  in  splendor. 

Enid.  Yes'm,  Madame. 

Madame.  Now,  there's  my  Unexpected  Surprise,  there's 
my  Tragic  Loss,  and  what's  that  evil-looking  card  right 
there? 

Enid.  (Guessing.)  Death  by  Drowning? 

Madame.  No,  and  it's  not  the  gas  bill,  either.  Try 
again. 

Enid.  It's  a  good  card? 

Madame.  It's  a  bad  card. 

Enid.  Like  starving  to  death? 

Madame.  (After  a  look  at  her.)  Oh,  how  I  wish  this 
room  had  the  closet  space  you've  got  in  your  head.  That 
card  staring  me  in  the  face  stands  for  Legal  and  Domestic 
Quarrels.  I've  got  the  domestic  quarrel  right  now  with 
you,  and  if  I  was  to  try  to  pass  you  off  as  a  reader,  the 
cops  would  step  in  and  the  rest  of  it  would  come  true. 

Enid.  And  that  card  is — 

Madame.  No,  don't  finish  it.  My  God,  this  is  giving 
me  a  headache. 

Enid.  (Rising.)  I  remembered  most  of  'em. 

Madame.  It's  not  just  remembering  what  they  mean — 
anybody  can  do  that.  (She  looks  at  Enid.)  Well,  almost 
anybody.  You  have  to  believe  to  make  the  client  believe. 
You  have  to  be  excited  to  excite  the  client.  You  do  want 
to  be  a  reader,  don't  you? 

Enid.  I  guess  so. 

Madame.  (Knocking  the  broom  out  from  under  Enid's 
elbow.)  Now,  that's  exactly  what  I  mean.  No  enthusi- 
asm. How  are  you  gonna  excite  somebody  if  that's  your 
attitude? 

Enid.  I  don't  know. 

Madame.  Don't  you  get  excited  about  anything? 

Enid.  I  guess  so. 

Madame.  What? 

Enid.  I  don't  know. 
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Madame.  Well,  what  makes  you  happiest?  What  do 
you  enjoy  most  of  all? 

Enid.  I  like  watching  television. 

Madame.  Ugh. 

Enid.  And  I  like  listening  to  music. 

Madame.  (Sitting.)  Ugh! 

Enid.  I  mean  classical  music,  like  the  " Rhapsody  in 
Blue." 

Madame.  What  else? 

Enid.  Well,  what  I  really  like  best  is:  (Sings,  "Kinda 
Sorta  Doing  Nothing") 
Kinda  sorta  doing  nothing, 
Staying  far  away  from  a  thing 
That  takes  energy. 
Work's  a  word  that  I  don't  use. 
If  it  takes  work  to  be  a  winner,  gee! 
I'd  rather  lose. 
Lying  in  a  nice  warm  tub '11 
Always  keep  me  out  of  trouble, 
And  I  find 

The  devil's  workshop  is  a  busy  mind. 
I  have  learned  to  shut  my  ears  to  duty's  call 
By  kinda  sorta  doing  nothing  at  all. 
(She  starts  to  repeat,  but  instead  an  enormous  yawn 
takes  over  for  four  measures.  When  she  regains  control, 
she  continues.) 
When  in  trouble  or  in  doubt 
I  have  one  motto:  Just  stretch  out. 
I  kinda  drift. 

I  may  be  shiftless,  but  it's  better  than  having  to  shift. 
When  they  passed  out  energy,  I  was  outside  in  the  hall; 
And  I  was  kinda  sort  doing  nothing  at  all. 
(At  end  of  song  she  is  propped  on  the  broom  once  more. 
Madame  comes  toward  her  threateningly  and  she  backs 
away.  Speaks.)  Now,  that's  just  the  way  I  am,  and  if  I 
seem  a  little  slow,  I'm  not  supposed  to  worry  about  it, 
because  my  teacher  says — 

Madame.  If  you  don't  watch  out,  your  teacher  is  gonna 
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be  saying,  "I  sure  do  miss  Enid."  (She  gets  her  beer  from 
the  table.) 

Enid.  I  believe — 

Madame.  The  important  thing  is  to  make  the  client 
believe.  You've  gotta  be,  well,  sort  of  like  a  preacher,  or 
one  of  those  women  who  show  you  how  to  peel  potatoes 
in  the  dime  store.  Make  'em  believe.  That's  what  brings 
the  money  in,  and  that's  what  makes  your  reputation. 

Enid.  Well,  is  it  all  true?  Do  the  cards  really  tell  you? 

Madame.  Never  question  the  cards!  Just  tell  'em  what 
they  want  to  hear. 

Enid.  But  you  tell  people  such  bad  things. 

Madame.  That's  my  technique.  That's  what  makes  me 
better  than  that  old  Madame  Zenobia  down  in  the  next 
block.  If  you  only  tell  people  good  things,  they  think  that 
you're  just  trying  to  get  money  out  of  them.  The  trick  is 
to  pretend  that  it's  all  real  bad,  and  at  the  same  time 
make  that  badness  what  they  want  to  hear. 

Enid.  Who  would  want  to  hear  that  bad  things  are 
going  to  happen  to  them? 

Madame.  Women.  Married,  unmarried,  young,  and  old. 
For  fifteen'  years  they've  all  fallen  for  my  spiel,  and  it 
doesn't  have  a  word  of  good  in  it.  I  hope  you  appreciate 
me  letting  you  learn  my  spiel.  Do  you  have  it  down  by 
heart? 

Enid.  I've  been  studying  it.  It's  got  an  awful  lot  of 
big  words  in  it. 

Madame.  It  sure  has.  The  big  words  are  to  impress 
the  client.  I  had  that  spiel  written  for  me  by  a  girl  who 
went  to  Hunter  College.  (With  a  wink  to  Enid.)  She 
did  it  for  two  bottles  of  love  potion. 

Enid.  But  what  do  those  big  words  mean? 

Madame.  Which  ones? 

Enid.  Well,  like  noctivigation. 

Madame.  I  don't  know.  It  doesn't  have  to  mean  any- 
thing if  it  sounds  good. 

Enid.  And  pornographic? 

Madame.  (Triumphantly.)  That  means  dirty. 
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Enid.  Like  my  hands  are  pornographic? 

Madame.  Are  you  sure  you  aren't  pulling  my  leg? 

Enid.  (Shamefaced  giggle.)  I  was  that  time. 

Madame.  Ah  hah!  I  think  you  better  say  the  whole 
spiel  for  me.  Start  at  the  top. 

Enid.  Aw —  Well,  after  you  lay  out  the  cards,  you 
look  at  'em  like  they  were  real  terrible  and  you  say,  (She 
drops  the  broom  on  the  table  where  Madame  is  laying  out 
the  cards.)  and  you  say,  "I  hate  to  take  your  money, 
because  all  I  see  is  doom,  despair,  and  cat-ass- trophy." 

Madame.  Catastrophy! 

Enid.  That,  too? 

Madame.  Sweep!  (Enid  turns  and  bangs  into  the  gong 
with  the  broom  handle  making  an  unpleasant  noise.)  Go 
home! 

Enid.  No,  don't  send  me  back  to  Mama;  I  remember. 
"Poor  dear,  you  are  headed  for  obfuscation,  obscuration, 
obtenebration,  and  noctivigation,  and  the  future's  looking 
mighty  black." 

Madame.  Very  good.  Now  learn  the  rest  of  it. 

Enid.  The  part  where  I  tell  them  about  s-e-x? 

Madame.  That's  the  only  part  that  counts.  Now,  I 
know  how  to  tell  them  about  that  old  s-e-x  in  a  way 
that's  habit  forming.  That's  why  they  keep  coming  back 
to  me  to  hear  how  attractive  they  are.  A  woman  comes 
in  here  looking  like  Marjorie  Main,  and  I  send  her  out 
feeling  like  Marjorie  Morningstar.  That's  why  my  clien- 
tele is  picking  up.  That's  why  a  higher  class  of  women  is 
coming  in  here.  Any  day  now  you're  gonna  see:  (Sings 
"Real  Rich  Ladies.") 
A  stylish  parade  of  stuck-up  ladies 
Coming  in  here  to  see  me. 

Coming  in  to  hear  what  tomorrow  has  in  store; 
Coming  in  to  pay,  then  to  pay  a  little  more. 
Coming  in  to  listen  to  the  same  old  trash : 
A  nice  soft  line  brings  you  good  hard  cash. 
Those  ladies ! 

Enid.  (Sings.) 
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Wearing  diamonds  and  nylon  hose, 
Those  ladies ! 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
Listening  to  the  future, 
Paying  through  the  nose. 

Enid.  (Sings.)  Wearing  mink  coats  to  keep  off  the  chill, 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
Come  on,  ladies, 
The  future  can  be  yours  for  just  a  fifty-dollar  bill. 

Enid.  (Sings.) 
Real  rich  ladies 
Here  in  this  room. 
Long  kid  gloves, 
French  perfume. 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
Real  rich  ladies, 
Ugly  as  sin. 
No  family  or  name — 
Nothing  but  tin. 

Enid.  (Sings.)  Is  it  all  true  what  you're  saying? 

Madame.  (Sings.)  Anything's  true  when  they're  paying. 

Enid.  (Sings.) 
Real  rich  ladies 
Hearing  your  spiels. 
Sequin  sweaters, 
Rhinestone  heels. 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
Real  rich  ladies 
Coming  in  here, 
They're  used  to  champagne, 
Dying  for  beer. 

Enid.  (Sings.)  And  you  know  what  to  tell  'em. 

Madame.  (Sings.)  I  know  the  line  of  goods  to  sell  'em. 
(Speaks.)  That's  right,  honey,  here  they  come — two  by 
two  and  four  by  four.  (Sings.) 
Those  women  come  in  for  a  reading, 
They're  all  nervous  wrecks. 
They  haven't  got  beauty  or  breeding, 
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As  women,  they're  Brand  X. 

They  don't  want  to  hear  'bout  fame  or  money; 

I  look  at  the  cards  and  say,  "Honey, 

You're  gonna  get  that  man  , 

On  the  lay-away  plan." 

That  upsets  'em. 

Enid.  (Sings.)  That  upsets  'em. 

Madame.  (Sings.)  That  gets  'em 

Enid.  (Sings.)  That  gets  'em 

Madame.  (Sings.)  Right  away. 

Enid.  (Sings.)  Right  away. 

Madame.  (Sings.)  Their  eyes  glisten, 

Enid.  (Sings.)  Their  eyes  glisten, 

Madame.  (Sings.)  They  listen 

Enid.  (Sings.)  They  listen 

Madame.  (Sings.)  And  they  pay. 

Enid.  (Speaks.)  How  do  they  know  you  aren't  lying? 

Madame.  Partly  because  they  want  to  believe,  but 
mostly  because  of  the  oldest  trick  in  the  world. 

Enid.  What's  that? 

Madame.  One  real  thing. 

Enid.  One  real  thing? 

Madame.  That's  all  you  need.  Take  my  jewelry;  it 
doesn't  look  real,  does  it? 

Enid.  (Politely.)  It  makes  a  lot  of  noise. 

Madame.  That's  not  the  point.  This  doesn't  look  real, 
but  when  any  woman  who  knows  jewels  comes  in  and  I 
show  her  my  real  diamond  ring,  she  forgets  all  this  gar- 
bage. The  same  with  a  reading.  If  you  tell  them  one  thing 
that's  really  true,  they'll  believe  the  whole  reading. 

Enid.  How  do  you  find  that  true  thing? 

Madame.  Poke  around  till  you  stumble  on  it.  You 
know,  Enid,  this  whole  business  works  backwards.  You 
don't  predict  the  future — you  dig  up  the  past.  You  don't 
tell  them  anything — they  tell  you.  And  they  don't  even 
know  they're  doing  it.  And  when  you  tell  them  what  they 
don't  realize  they've  already  told  you — you're  in  business. 

Enid.  Suppose  you  don't  find  that  true  thing? 
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Madame.  Hell,  honey,  you  always  find  it.  (Sings  "The 
Oldest  Trick  in  the  World!7) 

Everybody  had  a  mother  who  didn't  understand  'em; 
Everybody  hates  his  brother  or  sister — pick  at  random. 
They  all  keep  letters, 
They're  all  regretters, 
They  all  have  big  hearts, 
And  they're  crazy  'bout  the  arts. 
Everyone  remembers  some  kinda  list  that  they  were  last 

on, 
Everybody  has  a  lovable  auntie  who  has  passed  on; 
They  all  took  a  trip  up  the  primrose  path, 
They  all  were  good  in  English  and  lousy  in  Math. 
They  all  have  a  good-luck  piece  in  their  pocket, 
They  all  have  a  favorite  hat. 
(Mysteriously,  to  Enid.) 
When  you  were  little  you  had  a  gold  locket. 

Enid.  How  did  you  know  about  that? 

Madame.  That?  (Sings.) 
Why,  that's  the  oldest  trick  in  the  world. 
And  it's  better  than  buying  up  stocks,  dear, 
It's  like  owning  the  key  to  Fort  Knox,  dear, 
It's  the  oldest  trick  in  the  world. 
It's  the  neatest  trick  in  the  world. 
It's  a  way  you  can  cheat  without  peeping; 
And  it's  guaranteed  by  Good  Housekeeping. 
It's  the  neatest  trick  in  the  world. 
Find  that  fact! 

And  they'll  open  the  purse  to  say  thanks. 
Find  that  fact! 

It  sure  as  hell  beats  robbing  banks. 
It's  the  oldest  trick  in  the  world. 
You'll  be  set  for  your  life  if  your  spiel's  good, 
'Cause  you've  got  'em  right  there  where  it  feels  good. 
It's  the  oldest  trick  in  the  world. 
If  you  just 
Find  that  fact! 
Then  their  interest  will  start  to  revive. 
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Find  that  fact! 

It  sure  as  hell  beats  a  nine-to-five 

Where  you  sweat  and  strive 

More  dead  than  alive — 

Well,  you  can  keep  that  crap,  my  dear,  'cause  I've 

Got  the  oldest  trick  in  the  world. 

It's  the  one  trick  that  nothing  else  beats,  dear; 

It's  the  thing  that  keeps  me  off  the  streets,  dear. 

It's  the  oldest, 

It's  the  boldest, 

It's  the  fourteen-carat  goldest 

Trick  in  the  world. 

(After    song,    she    continues   lecturing    Enid.    Speaks.) 

That's  the  way  the  whole  thing  works,  Enid.  A  fact  is 

that  one  little  piece  of  meat  that  makes  a  bowl  of  hot 

water  chicken  soup.  One  little  fact,  and  a  whole  lot  of 

s-e-x. 

Enid.  Does  the  same  thing  work  for  men? 

Madame.  No.  A  man  knows  he's  going  to  have  a  happy 
sex  life;  he  just  wants  you  to  tell  him  where  to  find  it. 
And  most  of  'em  have  an  idea  that  it's  right  there  in  the 
back  room.  A  man  has  just  one  thing  on  his  mind,  and  he 
expects  you  to  furnish  it.  I  don't  know  why  that  is.  (Dirty 
laugh.)  Maybe  it's  because  we  call  ourselves  "Madame." 
(She  laughs  long  and  loudly  at  her  joke,  breaking  the 
laugh  abruptly  to  snarl  at  Enid  and  push  her  out  of  a 
chair  so  she  can  sit.) 

Enid.  Well,  what  do  you  do  if  a  man  comes  in? 

Madame.  If  he  starts  to  get  busy  under  the  table,  tell 
him  you'll  call  the  cops.  After  all,  you're  in  business  like 
anybody,  and  you  have  your  license. 

Enid.  I  thought  you  didn't  like  the  police  hanging 
around. 

Madame.  I  don't.  You  don't  really  call  the  cops.  You 
just  tell  him  that  to  scare  him.  Oh,  yeah.  While  we're  on 
the  subject,  you've  got  to  learn  how  to  spot  a  cop.  Now, 
in  that  way  I'm  lucky.  I  have  a  little  tingle  that  goes 
right  up  the  middle  of  my  backbone  every  time  a  plain- 


THE  OLDEST  TRICK  IN  THE  WORLD       19 

clothes  cop  comes  in — man  or  woman.  So,  stay  clear  of 
'em,  be  polite,  and  give  'em  a  little  something  to  keep 
'em  on  your  side. 

Enid.  Like  what? 

Madame.  Let's  see,  now.  Oh,  yeah — you  remember  that 
rich  old  lady  who  came  in  last  week? 

Enid.  Mrs.  Walsh? 

Madame.  That's  the  one. 

Enid.  With  the  honest-to-goodness  mink  coat?  I'll 
never  forget  that  mink  coat  as  long  as  I  live. 

Madame.  Well,  just  as  she  gave  me  that  twenty-five 
dollars,  I  saw  that  cop  outside,  so  I  gave  him  five  dollars. 
'Course,  I  couldn't  just  hand  it  to  him.  I  told  him  I  found 
it  on  the  sidewalk,  and  that  he  should  keep  it  until  he 
found  whoever  dropped  it.  That  way  it's  not  a  bribe,  and 
he  knows  that  I  know.  And  I  know  that  he  knows  I  know. 
Do  you  understand  that? 

Enid.  It  must  cost  a  thousand  dollars. 

Madame.  What  must? 

Enid.  The  mink  coat.  (Madame  puts  her  head  down  on 
the  table  in  despair.)  I  never  saw  anything  so  nice  and 
soft  and  warm  in  my  whole  life.  I  touched  it  when  she 
was  leaving,  and  it  was  like  petting  a  big  fat  cat. 

Madame.  To  be  as  small  as  it  is,  your  brain  sure  does 
jump  around  fast.  Do  you  have  any  idea  what  I  was  just 
saying  to  you? 

Enid.  Yes'm,  Madame.  You  were  talking  about  that 
Mrs.  Walsh  who  came  in  last  week  and  gave  you  an  extra 
twenty-five  dollars  because  of  the  ring. 

Madame.  That's  right.  When  they  see  my  diamond  ring 
they  think  I'm  well  off,  and  they  shell  out.  People  are 
like  banks;  they  only  give  you  money  when  they  think 
you  don't  need  it. 

Enid.  Can  you  really  see  visions  in  the  ring? 

Madame.  {Imitating  Enid's  hushed  tone  of  mystery.) 
No,  I  can't  really  see  visions  in  the  ring.  (Impatiently.) 
I  use  that  ring  like  a  crystal  ball  so  I  can  show  it  off. 
(With  real  pride.)  Everybody  around  here  knows  about 
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that  ring.  It's  the  difference  between  me  and  any  old 
dime-a-dozen  mitt  reader. 

Enid.  It  sure  is  a  pretty  ring.  Is  it  really  real? 

Madame.  Enid,  that  ring  is  the  only  real  thing  I  have. 
That  diamond  has  been  right  up  to  the  front  door  of  every 
pawn  shop  in  this  town,  but  it's  never  been  inside.  And 
it's  never  going  to  be.  As  long  as  I  keep  that  ring,  noth- 
ing's gonna  hit  the  fan. 

Enid.  Where  did  you  get  it? 

Madame.  My  aunt  gave  it  to  me  when  she  took  the 
veil.  She  couldn't  take  a  thing  with  her  to  the  convent; 
not  even  her  real  ring.  She  didn't  seem  to  mind  a  bit; 
she  said  it  felt  like  stepping  out  of  a  sick  bed  to  get  rid 
of  everything  she  had.  Now  she  just  sits  up  there  with  the 
sisters  and  prays  and  sings  hymns,  and — well,  I  don't 
know  exactly  what  she  does  with  her  time.  She  still  writes 
to  me  at  Christmas  and  tells  me  to  be  a  good  girl.  But 
it's  funny;  even  though  it's  a  real  diamond — a  jeweler 
once  told  me  it  was  worth  two  thousand  dollars — she 
never  asks  me  about  the  ring  when  she  writes. 

Enid.  Where  did  she  get  it? 

Madame.  My  Aunt  Lillian  was  a  real  beauty  when  she 
was  young.  She  ran  with  a  fast  crowd.  Her  special  friend 
was  a  big  flashy  stud  they  called  Goldie — 

Enid.  (Laughing.)  Goldie? 

Madame.  Honey,  when  that  man  smiled,  it  was  like 
looking  straight  into  the  sun.  A  cop  shot  him  about  a 
week  after  he  gave  her  the  ring.  I  guess  the  sadness  of  it 
drove  her  right  into  the  arms  of  Jesus.  Every  time  I  look 
at  the  ring  I  think  of  her  telling  me  to  be  a  good  girl. 
Every  time  I  show  the  ring  to  a  client,  I  wonder  what  she 
would  say  if  she  knew.  Last  week  when  Mrs.  Walsh  was 
here  and  I  was  looking  in  the  ring,  I  kept  thinking  of  my 
aunt,  and  to  take  the  twenty-five  dollars  from  the  client 
took  every  bit  of  will  power  and  self-control  I  have.  But 
I  was  strong!  I  said  to  myself,  " Scarlatina,  this  mink  is 
ready  to  part  with  twenty-five  bucks,  and  you  might  as 
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well  get  it  as  anyone."  And  it  sure  did  work.  One  look  at 
the  diamond — 

(The  DOORBELL  rings.) 

Enid.  There's  a  customer! 

Madame.  Client!  You've  been  talking  so  much  I'm  not 
ready.  Keep  her  talking  a  minute;  I'll  wave  when  I'm 
ready. 

(Madame  whips  everything  off  the  table  except  the  cards, 
and  goes  Upstage,  then  pulls  the  "draperies"  across 
to  hide  the  living  quarters.  The  front  room  is  now 
converted  into  that  same  old  j  or  tune-telling  parlor 
that  you  see  all  over  Manhattan.  As  she  finishes 
drawing  the  draperies.  Miss  Spencer  enters.) 

Spencer.  What  a  quaint  neighborhood.  I  don't  think 
I've  ever  been  on  Eighth  Avenue  before.  My  dear,  I  had 
intended  to  get  here  earlier,  but  I  was  fascinated  by  that 
little  novelty  shop  next  door.  Goodness,  their  ashtrays 
have  such  interesting  themes.  I  guess  I'd  still  be  staring  in 
the  window  if  a  policeman  hadn't  come  up  and  said,  "No 
loitering,  Sister."  Do  you  think  he  mistook  me  for  some- 
one else?  I  suppose  so.  You're  younger  than  I  had  ex- 
pected. 

Enid.  (Not  understanding  one  word.)  I  am? 

Spencer.  But  age  doesn't  matter,  I  guess,  if  you  have 
the  gift.  And  it  is  a  gift.  Isn't  it?  How  long  have  you  been 
in  the  business,  Madame? 

Enid.  Oh,  I'm  not  the  Madame. 

Spencer.  (Who  has  been  unbuttoning  the  buttons  on 
her  jur  jacket,  and  is  now  approaching  the  bottom.)  Oh, 
of  course  not.  You  see,  I've  never  been  to  a  reader  before. 
(Giggling  wildly.)  It  doesn't  hurt,  does  it? 

Enid.  (With  bitter  memories.)  Sometimes. 

Spencer.  That  was  a  joke.  Will  I  have  to  wait  very 
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long?  I  don't  have  much  time.  (She  unbuttons  the  last 
two  buttons  on  her  jacket.)  Beggarman,  thief. 

(She  looks  rather  put  out  at  this  prophecy,  and  then  we 
see  Madame 's  arm  waving  frenetically  through  the 
draperies.) 

Enid.  Madame  will  see  you  now.  (Hating  every  minute 
of  it,  she  gives  the  gong  a  thunderous  bang.  Spencer  is 
standing  with  her  back  to  it,  and  the  crash  impels  her 
half  way  across  the  stage.)  Presenting  Madame —  (A  look 
of  horror  crosses  her  face;  she  has  forgotten  the  name 
again.)  Madame — 

Madame.  (Shouting  from  behind  the  draperies.)  SCAR- 
LATINA! 

Enid.  (With  a  smile  of  enlightenment  toward  the  dra- 
peries.) That's  right. 

(To  the  ominous  opening  CHORDS  played  Offstage  of 
Menotti's  "Medium,"  Madame  Scarlatina  makes 
an  entrance  that  has  impressed  better  folk  than  you 
or  me.  Its  dignity  is  somewhat  marred  by  the  fact 
that  the  sixth  chord  of  the  music  is  replaced  by  an- 
other resounding  bang  from  the  gong.) 

Madame.  Good  day,  Miss — 
Spencer.  Spencer.  How  do  you  do? 

(Madame  makes  a  small  gesture  to  Enid  to  get  rid  of 
her.  Enid,  misunderstanding,  adjusts  Madame's 
chair.  Madame  waves  her  off  imperiously.  Enid 
smiles  and  waves  tentatively  back  to  her.) 

Madame.  (Gesturing  towards  the  draperies.)  Git! 

(Enid  ducks  through  the  bedspreads,  and  Madame  sits 
to  the  Right  of  the  table.  With  a  condescendingly 
gracious  gesture,  she  indicates  that  Spencer  is  to  sit 


THE  OLDEST  TRICK  IN  THE  WORLD      23 

opposite  her.  Just  as  Spencer  is  about  to  sit,  she 
jumps  up.) 

Spencer.  (Sings  "Dear  Madame  Scarlatina") 
Dear  Madame  Scarlatina. 
I'm  so  glad  to  see  you, 
I  just  had  to  see  you. 
I've  heard  so  much  about  you 

I  just  couldn't  go  through  one  more  day  without  you. 
(Speaks.)  (Does  that  sound  silly  of  me?) 
(Sings.)  Dear  Madame  Scarlatina. 
I've  heard  of  you  through  Mrs.  Walsh. 
She  was  in  to  see  you  last  week. 
A  wonderful  woman,  Mrs.  Walsh. 
So  often  I've  heard  her  speak 
Of 

Dear  Madame  Scarlatina. 
With  no  excuse, 
I've  simply 
Gone  all  goose- 
flesh  pimp'ly 
With  excitement. 
La,  la,  la,  etc. 

Madame.  (Sings.)  Are  you  a  friend  of  Mrs.  Mink — I 
mean,  Mrs.  Walsh? 

Spencer.  (Sings.) 
I  work  for  her  as  a  social  secretary. 
With  her  busy  life  she  finds  it  necessary 
To  have  help  with  her  correspondence. 
But  enough  about  me. 
It's  you  I'm  here  to  see — 

Mrs.  Walsh  says  you've  pierced  the  Great  Beyond,  hence, 
I'm  here, 
Dear 

Madame  Scarlatina. 

Look  in  your  crystal,  or  leaves  in  the  cup; 
Am  I  headed  down?  Are  things  looking  up? 
Will  I  become  one 


24      THE  OLDEST  TRICK  IN  THE  WORLD 

Who's  just  a  bit  mystic 

Will  I  be  someone, 

Or  just  a  statistic? 

Buffeted  hither  and  thither, 

My  life  lacks  design. 

Am  I  to  blossom, 

Or  wither 

On  the  vine? 

Can  you  advise  me? 

Or  astrologize  me? 

Look  in  the  teacup, 

Or  just  take  a  peek  up 

At  the  heavens. 

I'm  at  sixes  and  sevens. 

Should  I  invest? 

Do  I  seem  over-dressed? 

Will  my  future  be  plus  or  be  minus? 

Should  I  dye  my  hair? 

Should  I  have  an  affair? 

Tell  me,  how  can  I  clear  up  my  sinus? 

How? 

Where? 

Here? 

There? 

Does  my  transcendental  soul 

Have  far  to  go? 

Though  I  am  a  gentle  soul, 

I'd  kill  to  know. 

Will  I  be  athletic? 

Or  beautiful  as  Athena? 

I  simply  must  hear, 

Dear 

Madame  Scarlatina. 

Scarlatina, 

Scarlatina ! 

{She  finishes  in  a  grand  flourish  and  on  the  last  note  seats 

herself  opposite  Madame  Scarlatina.) 
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Madame.  Would  you  like  an  aspirin  or  something  to 
calm  you  down? 

Spencer.  Thank  you,  no.  I'm  fine.  How  do  we  start? 

Madame.  Tradition  says  the  seeker  must  cross  the  in- 
terpreter's palm  with  silver.  (Spencer  jumbles  in  her 
purse  and  comes  up  with  a  dime,  which  she  places  in 
Madame's  waiting  hand.)  Actually,  silver  is  just  a  term 
we  use.  The  price  is  one  dollar. 

Spencer.  Oh.  (She  takes  a  dollar  out  of  her  purse  and 
hands  it  to  Madame  Scarlatina.) 

Madame.  Merci. 

Spencer.  Good. 

Madame.  (Looking  through  the  deck.)  Where  are  you? 
(Spencer  looks  nervously  around  to  see.)  Ah.  (Taking  a 
card  out  of  the  deck.)  Here  you  are.  (She  hands  the  deck 
to  Spencer.)  Shuffle  them  well  and  divide  them  into  three 
parts.  (Spencer  shuffles  the  cards  twice,  and  twice  Enid 
pokes  her  head  through  the  draperies  behind  Madame ?s 
back.  Spencer  is  a  bit  taken  aback  at  this,  and,  watching 
Enid,  cuts  the  cards  into  three  parts,  dropping  the  third 
packet  onto  the  floor.  Both  she  and  Madame  get  down  to 
pick  them  up,  and  Enid  takes  advantage  of  this  diversion 
to  slip  out  of  the  front  door.  Madame  doesn't  see  her  go, 
but  Spencer  stares  after  her.  Madame  lays  six  cards  face 
down  around  the  "Spencer  card"  which  is  face  up  in  the 
center  of  the  arrangement.  Then  she  lays  two  cards  face 
up  to  the  left,  and  looks  at  them  in  horror.  She  looks  at 
Spencer  in  amazement.  Spencer  begins  to  get  nervous. 
Madame  lays  out  two  more  cards  above  the  arrangement, 
and  looks  at  Spencer  with  an  "I  don't  believe  it"  stare. 
She  clucks  sympathetically,  then  turns  two  more  cards 
face  up  and  murmurs,  (ipoor  thing."  She  peeks  at  two  of 
the  face-down  cards,  and  Spencer  tries  to  see  them  also. 
Madame  screams.)  Don't  look! 

Spencer.  What  is  it? 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
I  hate  to  take  this  miserable  low  fee, 
'Cause  all  I  see  is  doom,  despair,  and  cat-ass-trophy. 
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(She  realizes  what  she  has  said.  A  look  of  unutterable 
self-disgust  floods  her  face,  then  she  looks  daggers  at  the 
draperies.) 

Spencer.  Cat  what? 

Madame.  (Barking  at  her.)  Catas trophy!  (She  calms 
down  and  gets  on  with  the  preliminary  probe.)  Before  we 
tackle  that  future  of  yours,  we  might  as  well  have  a  look 
at  the  past.  (Spencer  giggles  nervously.)  You  come  from 
a — uh,  small  town? 

Spencer.  New  York  City. 

Madame.  That's  right.  The  biggest  small  town  in  the 
world.  You  went  to,  uh,  college? 

Spencer.  No,  business  school. 

Madame.  (With  feigned  anger.)  Is  that  or  is  that  not 
the  eight  of  hearts  sitting  there? 

Spencer.  No,  it's  the  eight  of  diamonds. 

Madame.  (Pretending  to  be  relieved.)  Well,  no  wonder. 
My  eyes  are  going  back  on  me.  I've  either  got  to  get  me 
some  glasses  or  get  out  of  the  profession.  If  it's  the  eight 
of  diamonds,  of  course  you  went  to  business  school.  (This 
doesn't  seem  to  impress  Spencer  one  way  or  the  other.) 
Now:  you  are  the — uh,  youngest  child? 

Spencer.  Why,  that's  right. 

Madame.  Now  let's  see  how  many  older  children  there 
are.  (Counting  slowly  and  watching  Spencer.)  One — two 
— three.  (On  "three"  Spencer  makes  a  little  involuntary 
movement.  Madame  pounces  on  this.)  Three  older  chil- 
dren. 

Spencer.  (Amazed.)  That's  right. 

Madame.  Now,  let's  see  if  they  are  brothers  or  sisters. 
Brothers — or — sisters —  (Very  slowly.)  brothers — or — 
sisters — brothers — 

Spencer.  Did  you  say  brothers? 

Madame.  (Relieved.)  Yes.  You  are  the  youngest  child, 
and  you  have  three  older  brothers. 

Spencer.  I  don't  see  how  in  the  world  you  do  it,  Mad- 
ame Scarlatina.  You're  even  better  than  Mrs.  Walsh  said. 


THE  OLDEST  TRICK  IN  THE  WORLD       27 

Madame.  (Singing  to  herself,  happily.)  It's  the  oldest 
trick  in  the  world — 

Spencer.  What  was  that? 

Madame.  Just  an  old  gypsy  melody. 

Spencer.  Good. 

Madame.  (Ominously.)  Now,  let's  take  a  look  at  that 
future  of  yours.   (She  turns  over  two  of  the  face-down 
cards.  Sings  "The  Fortune.^) 
Poor  dear,  you  are  headed  for 
Obfuscation, 
Obscuration, 
Obtenebration, 
Noctivigation, 

And  the  future's  looking  mighty  black. 
I  hate  to  inform  you, 
But  misfortune  will  storm  you 
With  a  wind  that's  ill, 
A  bitter  pill, 
And  curses, 
And  reverses, 
And  the  blight. 

But  there's  a  small  silver  lining 
'Bout  the  size  of  a  nickel, 
Behind  this  cloud  of  gloom. 
You're  gonna  have  a  lot  of  money, 
Your  career's  ascending,  honey, 
So  there's  just  one  place  where  evil's  coming  from: 
(Speaks.)  Men!  There  he  is:  that  jack  of  spades  right 
there  in  front  of  you,  leering  up  at  you  with  his  beady 
little  eye.  Men!    (Sings.) 
That's  where  you're  gonna  slip, 
Man  represents  danger ; 
Soon  you're  gonna  take  a  trip 
Over  a  tall,  dark,  stranger. 
It's  gonna  be  assault, 
It's  gonna  be  your  fault. 
You're  gonna  set  him  on  fire, 
He'll  perspire 


28      THE  OLDEST  TRICK  IN  THE  WORLD 

With  desire. 

He'll  be  ravin'  and  rantin'  after  you, 

Taking  off  jacket  and  pantin'  after  you. 

It's  gonna  be  assault. 

And  he  won't  be  the  worst 

Who  has  this  foul  design ; 

Hell  merely  be  the  first 

In  a  long  long  line. 

You'll  meet  these  men  in  bars, 

You'll  meet  in  subway  cars, 

And  what  they  do  will  be  incredible ; 

They're  gonna  think  that  you  are  edible; 

They're  gonna  think  that  you  are  bed-able. 

They'll  hurt  your  poor  heart,  which  is  hurt-able — 

Beware  of  the  back  seat  of  a  Castro  convertible. 

Spencer.   (Looking  through  the  cards  on  the  table.) 
Where? 

Madame.  For  instance:  (Sings.) 
You're  gonna  meet  Harry, 
He  will  be  hairy ; 
He'll  want  a  hussy 
In  a  hurry. 

His  distinguished  beard  will  be  hoary, 
And  so  will  you. 
The  end  of  that  story 
Is  pure  purgatory; 

The  beginning  is  when  he  decides  to  go  after  you  a  pos- 
teriori. 
You'll  suffer  abduction 
And  destruction; 
You're  gonna  be  pestered 
And  sequestered, 
And  held  prisoner 
By  this  unear- 
thly lust. 

Spencer.  Lust? 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
This  dirty  pup '11 
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Try  to  force  you  to  couple, 

But  that  won't  be  the  depth  of  your  squalor. 

You'll  know  the  nature  of  his  wants 

And  of  his  pornographic  taunts 

When  you  give,  give,  give,  give,  me  a  dollar. 

(Spencer  has  been  listening  as  though  hypnotized ;  she 

realizes  that  Madame  has  stopped  singing  and  sees  her 

outstretched  palm.  She  comes  to  with  a  little  "oh"  and 

digs  out  another  dollar  for  Madame.)  Merci. 

Spencer.  Good. 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
You'll  meet  a  Methodist  preacher; 
He's  gonna  be  your  next  teacher; 
He'll  invent  something  new  to  take  you  in — 
He'll  teach  you  a  really  original  sin. 
And  when  he  talks  the  goodness  just  oozes, 
But  I  hate  to  think  of  the  methods  this  Methodist  uses. 
He'll  talk  about  Heaven, 
He'll  put  you  through  Hell. 

The  words  you're  gonna  hate  most  in  your  life  are: 
There's  a  small  hotel. 
Sorry  'bout  this  rotten  luck 
Let's  see  if  we  can  change  it  with  another  buck. 

Spencer.  (Sings.) 
I  never  heard  of  anything  so  terrible, 
So  unbearable, 

My  reputation  will  be  unrepairable. 
To  think  that  I  should  ever  be  so  indiscreet. 
Next  year  you  won't  be  speaking  to  me  on  the  street. 
I  really  sound  as  though  I  have  no  heart, 
Don't  I? 

I  really  will  be  living  like  a  tart, 
Won't  I? 

I'll  tear  out  men's  hearts  and  destroy  'em; 
I'll  slink  up  and  Helen-of-Troy  'em. 
I  never  heard  of  anything  so  terrible, 
So  unbearable, 
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My  reputation  will  be  unrepairable. 
(She  giggles.) 

Madame.  (With  outstretched  hand.)  And  in  the  words 
of  the  vulgar,  you  ain't  heard  nothing  yet. 

Spencer.  (Racing  to  her  handbag  and  getting  out  an- 
other dollar.)  Really?  (She  gives  Madame  another  dol- 
lar.) 

Madame.  Merci. 

Spencer.  Good.  (Spencer  turns  over  the  three  cards 
with  which  Madame  counted  out  the  number  of  older 
brothers  or  sisters.) 

Madame.  Why  did  you  do  that? 

Spencer.  I  don't  want  my  brothers  to  hear  this. 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
After  Hairy  Harry, 
You'll  meet  Beery  Barry, 
And  Hot-as-Curry  Cary, 
And  old  Loose-Living  Larry. 

They're  gonna  be  attracted  to  your  sweet  young  face, 
Then  lightning's  gonna  strike  you  in  that  same  old  place. 
You'll  be  the  unwed  bride  of  a  million  grooms, 
Drink  a  million  drinks  up  in  hotel  rooms, 
Your  life  is  gonna  be  so  full  of  sin, 
I  really  don't  see  how  you're  gonna  fit  'em  all  in. 
Oh,  you  won't  hear  a  single  thing  but  "I  love  you" 
As  they  trample  on  your  delicate  feelings ; 
You  won't  taste  a  single  thing  but  rot-gut  gin, 
And  you  won't  see  nothing  but  ceilings. 
(Coming  up  to  Spencer  holding  out  her  hand.)  It's  that 
time  again,  honey. 

Spencer.  (Breaking  all  previous  records  for  speed  in 
getting  to  her  purse  and  taking  out  a  bill.)  The  smallest 
thing  I  have  is  a  five. 

Madame.  (Pocketing  it.)  Merci  beaucoup. 

Spencer.  Any  change? 

Madame.  (Turning  up  another  card.)  There  is  a 
change.  I've  been  picturing  the  future  too  black;  now, 
here's  a  card  that  says  you're  gonna  have  some  good  luck. 
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Spencer.  {Disappointed.)  Oh,  dear. 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
You  are  going  to  be  wed, 
Carried  to  the  bridal  bed 
In  a  cottage  built  for  two. 
You'll  find  happiness  and  peace, 
From  your  troubles,  sweet  release. 
You'll  have  children,  yes,  quite  a  few. 
On  this  rock  you  can  build 
A  woman  who's  fulfilled: 
The  sweet  completion  every  woman  seeks. 
You  should  live  in  perfect  bliss, 
And  you  will.  Except  for  this: 
It's  only  gonna  last  a  couple  of  weeks. 

Spencer.   (She  has  been  getting  more  and  more  de- 
spondent during  the  "good"  luck,  and  now  she  brightens 
up  considerably.  Sings.) 
What  a  shame. 
What  a  pity. 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
Then  it's  off  to  Reno 

With  a  man  who  looks  like  Rudolph  Valentino. 
(She  tosses  this  card  in  the  air,  and  Spencer  rushes 
madly  to  catch  it.) 
Then  with  wild  abandon, 

You  will  find  a  millionaire  that  you  can  land  on. 
Then  back  to  Harry  for  another  bout, 
Then  an  affair  with  an  Eagle  Scout. 
Next,  my  dear,  without  a  doubt, 

White  slavers  gonna  get  you  if  you  don't  watch  out. 
(She  tosses  the  remaining  cards  straight  up  in  the  air,  and 
they  descend  in  a  shower  on  the  enraptured  Spencer. 
Madame  rushes  to  the  gong.) 

Spencer.  Oh,  no. 

Madame.  Oh,  yes. 

Spencer.  Oh,  no. 

Madame.  (Sings  "The  White  Slavery  Fandango") 
Oh, 
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You'll 

Be 

Sent  to  Brazil  for  the  usual  reason, 

You'll  hit  the  depths  at  the  height  of  the  season. 

Dancing  your  jigs, 

Going  on  jags, 

Life  of  the  parties  for  Latin  stags. 

Dancing  fandangos 

All  dressed  up  in  black, 

Wherever  the  gang  goes, 

You're  leading  the  pack. 

Spencer.  (Sings.) 
Though  I'll  treat  every  heart  like  a  yoyo, 
Cupid's  arrows  will  miss  this  polio. 

(Speaks.)   Arroz  con  polio,  get  it,  Madame?   (Giggling 
hysterically.) 

Madame.  (Sings.)  La,  la,  la,  etc. 

Spencer.  (Sings.) 
Nymphomaniacly  running  wild, 
Defamed  and  defenseless  and 

(She  bangs  a  tambourine  she  has  taken  off  the  wall  on 
her  elbow.) 
Defiled! 

Dancing  a  mad  bolero 
With  a  trio 
From  Rio 
de  Janiero. 
-iero, 
La,  la-la,  la-la. 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
You'll  be  at  your  most  disarmin' 
As  Carmen. 

Spencer.  (Sings.)  La,  la,  la,  etc.  (She  stumbles  and 
jails  behind  the  draperies  and  only  with  difficulty  extri- 
cates herself.) 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
Drinking  whiskey, 
Acting  frisky, 


THE  OLDEST  TRICK  IN  THE  WORLD       33 

Spencer.  (Sings.)  Just  stretching  out  in  a  pose  oda- 
lisque-y. 

Madame.  (Sings.) 
I'd  love  to  see  ya' 
In  a  long  black  tortilla. 

Spencer.  (Sings.) 
I'll  go  to  their  heads 
Like  seventeen  Stregas. 
My  morals  will  stagnate 
At  the  hands  of  a  magnate 
Who  owns  an  enormous  chain  of  bodegas. 
(Speaks.)  (Grocery  stores,  Madame.) 

Both.  (Sing.)  La,  la,  la,  etc. 

Madame.  (Sings.)  Though  you  have  virtue, 
They'll  liquidate  it. 
They'll  try  to  pervert  you. 

Spencer.  (In  an  ecstasy  of  happiness,  sings.)  My  God, 
I'll  hate  it. 

Both.  (Sing.)  La,  la,  la,  etc. 

(The  number  ends  with  Both  Women  dancing  an  aban- 
doned fandango,  winding  up  with  the  two  of  them 
standing  on  the  table.) 

Spencer.  Let's  get  down. 
Madame.  Good. 

(They  climb  down  off  the  table.) 

Spencer.  Down  to  details. 

Madame.  Oh,  I'm  sorry,  my  dear.  A  general  reading  is 
one  thing,  but  details  are  more  difficult  and  come  at  a 
slightly  higher  rate. 

Spencer.  (Worried.)  I  do  have  a  few  dollars  left. 

Madame.  I'm  sorry.  I  love  you  like  my  own  flesh  and 
blood,  but  for  a  few  dollars  I  just  can't  do  it. 

Spencer.  Oh,  dear. 

Madame.  (The  come-on.)  And  we  were  just  getting  to 
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the  interesting  part.  With  names,  and  dates,  and  times, 
and  places.  And  how  you  can,  uh,  avoid  the  awful  trouble 
I  see  ahead  for  you. 

Spencer.  (Lecher  ously.)  I  certainly  would  like  to 
avoid  it.  Would  it  be  very  expensive? 

Madame.  More  than  a  social  secretary  could  afford. 

Spencer.  That's  true.  I  haven't  a  thing. 

Madame.  Not  even  savings? 

Spencer.  I  could  never  touch  my  savings.  It's  taken 
me  such  a  long  time  to  save  the  small  amount  I  have.  I'm 
planning  a  little  trip  to  Saratoga  next  summer,  and  five 
hundred  dollars — 

Madame.  Five  hundred  dollars.  It's  funny  you  should 
mention  that  amount.  That  is  exactly  what  it  would  take. 

Spencer.  (Horrified.)  But  that's  terrible.  I  never  heard 
of  such  a  thing.  I  think  I'd  better  leave  right  now.  (She 
starts  to  go.) 

Madame.  Yes,  maybe  you're  right.  As  I  said,  it's  too 
much  for  someone  like  you  to  spend  for  a  peep  into  the 
future.  Besides,  with  your  looks,  you  won't  need  the  love 
potion. 

Spencer.  (Stopping  dead  in  her  tracks.)  Love  potion? 

Madame.  A  very  strange  recipe  I  got  from  a  gypsy.  I 
mean,  from  another  gypsy. 

Spencer.  I  just  don't  know;  I  just  don't  know.  It 
would  mean  giving  up  Saratoga.  Of  course,  if  I  got  the 
details,  I  might  not  even  want  to  go.  No,  I  don't  think  so. 
After  all,  a  Saratoga  in  the  hand  is  worth  several — 

Madame.  Maybe  I  could  give  you  a  sample  of  what  I 
see  in  the  ring. 

Spencer.  The  ring!  Of  course!  Mrs.  Walsh  said  it  was 
the  most  marvelous  ring.  Please  look  into  it.  Can  I  see 
visions,  too? 

Madame.  No  one  but  the  seventh  daughter  can  see 
what's  in  the  ring.  And  with  just  three  older  brothers, 
that  lets  you  out. 

Spencer.  Please  look.  You  must.  Please.  Yes?  Yes? 

Madame.  Well,  just  this  once.  (She  rises  and  goes  be- 
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hind  the  draperies.  Spencer  rehangs  the  tambourine  on 
the  wall ,  and  tries  to  peep  behind  the  curtains.  Madame 
re-enters  carrying  a  small  black  velvet  cushion  on  which 
rests  the  two-thousand-dollar  diamond  ring.  It  is  neither 
large  nor  flashy,  but  appears  to  be  a  really  good  stone. 
Madame  gazes  into  the  depths  of  the  stone,  and  goes  into 
a  rather  perfunctory  trance.)  It's  clouding  over. 

Spencer.  No,  don't  let  it. 

Madame.  It's  getting  darker.  (Spencer  blows  on  the 
diamond  and  fans  it  with  her  hand  to  try  to  clear  the 
vision.)  The  colors  are  changing.  It's  clearing — it's  clear- 
ing— it's  clear.  (Matter-of-factly.)  Next  Tuesday,  the 
Twilight  Room,  seven- thirty. 

Spencer.  (Delighted  and  astonished.)  Simply  incredi- 
ble. Next  Tuesday,  the  Twilight  Room — that's  on  Forty- 
eighth  Street,  isn't  it?  (Madame  nods  "yes!y)  Seven- 
thirty.  In  the  evening? 

Madame.  In  the  evening. 

Spencer.  I  must  remember  that.  I  mean,  who  knows? 
If  I  forgot  and  just  happened  to  wander  into  the  Twilight 
Room,  next  Tuesday,  at  seven-thirty  in  the  evening,  who 
knows  what  might  happen  to  me?  And  you  got  it  from 
the  ring.  It's  marvelous,  it's  wonderful,  it's  worth  it.  I'll 
get  the  money.  (She  picks  up  the  ring  to  look  at  it,  then 
replaces  it  on  the  cushion.  A  look  of  sadness  crosses  her 
face.  Sings  "All  The  Young  Men!1) 
But  oh,  oh,  oh, 

It's  sad  to  think  of  all  the  young  men 
I'll  lead  to  destruction. 
I'll  drive  them  mad  again  and  again 
Through  simple  seduction. 

It's  crushing  to  think  of  the  fortunes  they'll  spend 
Buying  jewels  and  furs. 
It's  killing  to  think  of  the  hearts 
That  will  soon  be  marked,  "Hers." 
Oh,  it's  sad  to  know  that  sex  makes  them  crawl, 
I'll  hate  to  employ  it. 
It's  sad  to  think,  in  spite  of  it  all, 
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I  just  may  enjoy  it. 

Like  Sylvia  Sidney 

And  girls  of  that  kidney, 

I'll  tell  men  I  do,  but  I  don't. 

It's  sad  to  think  of  all  the  young  men, 

So  I  won't. 

To  think  that  out  of  all  of  that  crew, 

I'll  be  the  crudest. 

A  sly,  ingenious  ingenue, 

An  ethical  nudist. 

No  more  yoghurt  or  yoga, 

To  hell  with  Saratoga. 

From  now  on  I'm  pure  Catalina. 

Now  you  wait  right  here, 

Dear 

Madame  Scarlatina. 

Scarlatina, 

Scarlatina! 

(She  whirlwinds  out  of  the  front  door.) 

Madame.  (She  stares  after  Spencer,  then  breaks  into 
self-satisfied  laughter.)  Five  hundred  dollars.  Look  out, 
Sugar  Hill,  here  comes  Madame.  (She  laughs  at  her  joke, 
then  sees  Enid,  who  is  backing  slowly  into  the  room  star- 
ing back  at  the  departing  Spencer.)  Have  you  been  out- 
side? 

Enid.  Yes'm,  Madame.  She  sure  left  in  a  hurry,  didn't 
she? 

Madame.  Do  you  mean  that  you  have  been  standing 
outside  just  passing  the  time  of  day  with  anybody  that 
came  by? 

Enid.  He  was  awfully  nice.  He  wants  to  see  me  again. 
(She  giggles.)  He  tried  to  sell  me  a  Bible. 

Madame.  You  mean  you  let  some  boy  pick  you  up — 

Enid.  No,  ma'm,  Madame.  I  spoke  to  him  first. 

Madame.  I  don't  want  you  hanging  around  outside. 
Not  in  this  neighborhood.  You'll  never  meet  anybody  nice 
in  this  part  of  town. 
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Enid.  Mrs.  Walsh  comes  here. 

Madame.  That's  different.  She  comes  here  as  a  client 
of  mine. 

Enid.  No,  I  mean  she  hangs  around  here.  Like  today. 

Madame.  Have  you  lost  your  mind?  That  wasn't  Mrs. 
Walsh;  that  was  her  social  secretary. 

Enid.  No,  I  mean  outside.  Across  the  street. 

Madame.  You're  crazy.  Mrs.  Walsh  would  never  hang 
around  Eighth  Avenue. 

Enid.  Well,  she  did  today.  She  wasn't  wearing  the  mink 
coat,  either.  She  had  on  a  man's  raincoat  and  a  scarf  over 
her  head.  And  she  looked  awfully  nervous  waiting. 

Madame.  You  must  have  seen  somebody  else.  She 
wouldn't  wait  around  for  her  secretary,  and  she  certainly 
wouldn't  dress  like  that.  You  just  made  a  mistake. 

Enid.  I  did  not.  When  Miss  Spencer  came  out,  they 
got  into  a  cab  together  and  rode  off,  and  I  certainly  don't 
see  how  she  does  it. 

Madame.  Does  what? 

Enid.  How  her  secretary  can  use  a  typewriter  with 
those  long  fingernails  of  hers. 

Madame.  (Slowly.)  She  does  have  long  fingernails. 
And  you  say  they  got  into  a — 

Enid.  Maybe  she  isn't  really  a  secretary.  Maybe  she 
and  Mrs.  Walsh — 

Madame.  Police!  Oh,  my  God!  Now  what  did  I  say? 
I  said  I  could  predict  the  future,  and  that's  all  they  need. 
But  why  didn't  I  get  that  tingle  up  my  backbone? 
(Accusingly  to  Enid.)  WHAT  HAPPENED  TO  MY 
TINGLE? 

Enid.  (Playing  with  Madame's  ring.)  Maybe  they 
aren't  the  police.  Maybe  she  and  Mrs.  Walsh — 

Madame..  (Snatching  the  ring  away  from  Enid.)  Don't 
play  with  that,  Enid.  (She  looks  at  it.)  This  isn't  my 
ring!  She  switched  it!  (She  throws  it  down  on  the  table.) 
This  is  a  fake!  But  when  did  she —  Of  course.  She  picked 
it  up  and  I  just  stood  there.  She  and  that  Mrs.  Walsh 
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must  have  planned  the  whole  thing.  But  how  did  they 
know  about  my  ring  in  the  first  place? 

Enid.  Everybody  knows  about  your  ring. 

Madame.  Me  and  my  big  mouth.  I  guess  I  had  it  com- 
ing. I  thought  that  Miss  Spencer  was  too  good  to  be  true. 
(Sings  "The  Oldest  Trick  in  the  World"  [Reprise].) 
But  how  could  they  pull  it  off?  How  could  they  get  the 
best  of  me?  Madame  Scarlatina! 

Enid.  (Sings.) 
They  used  the  oldest  trick  in  the  world. 
It's  the  same  way  you  said  you  deceived  'em: 
When  they  showed  you  the  mink,  you  believed  'em, 
It's  the  oldest  trick  in  the  world. 

(Both  sing  together.) 

Enid. 
After  all, 

What  they  did  wasn't  so  bad. 
They  just  used  the 
Oldest  trick  in  the  world. 
It's  the  same  way  you  said  you  deceived  'em: 
When  they  showed  you  the  mink  you  believed  'em. 
It's  the  oldest, 
It's  the  boldest, 
It's 
The  oldest  trick  in  the  world. 

Madame. 
There's  gratitude! 

There's  the  thanks  I  get  for  teaching  you. 
I've  always  said  that 
Nothing's  fair, 
Nothing's  just. 
Where  is  someone 
A  lady  can  trust? 
Human  nature  is  a  bust. 
Nothing  is  just, 
Nothing  at  all. 
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What  can  I  trust? 

Not  even 

The  oldest  trick  in  the  world. 

(Madame  slumps  down  on  the  table  and  Enid  gives  the 
gong  a  final  ear-shattering  bang  as) 

THE  CURTAIN  FALLS 


PROPERTIES 

Upstage  living  area : 

Dressing  table  with  drawers 

In  drawers — a  variety  of  junk  jewelry 

Sleeping  cot — rather  messy 

Cans  of  beer 
Pre-set  (out  of  sight)  : 

Madame' s  reading  costume 

Diamond  ring  on  satin  cushion 
Reading  area : 

Table 

Exotic  tablecloth 

2  Chairs 

Playing  cards  (on  table) 
Hanging  around  room  are  crystal  balls,  reading  charts,  play- 
ing card  symbols,  photo  of  a  nun. 

Between  the  two  areas  are  hanging  garish  bedspreads  used  as 
draperies  to  close  off  living  quarters. 

Personal  Props: 

Enid:  Broom 

Miss  Spencer :  $1  bills 

$5  bills 

Loose  coins 
Madame :  Diamond  ring 
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for  Tournament  Use 

£      happy  journey.  the 
5       antic  spring 
1h       red  key.  the 

4j         STOLEN  IDENTITY 

MAN  IN  THE  BOWLER  HAT 

TWELVE  POUND  LOOK 

SUNDAY  COSTS  FIVE  PESOS 

ONE  OF  US 

SUGAR  AND  SPICE 
b£        AFTERWARDS 
Q         WEDDING.  A 

STOLEN  PRINCE.  THE 

LOST  PRINCESS.  THE 

TWO  CROOKS  AND  A  LADY 

SPARKIN' 

SHALL  WE  JOIN  THE  LADIES? 

OLD  LADY  SHOWS  HER  MEDALS 

MONKEY'S  PAW.  THE 

PINK  AND  PATCHES 

HELLO  OUT  THERE 

FINDERS  KEEPERS 

DEAR  DEPARTED.  THE 

CURTAIN.  THE 

DOCTOR  DECIDES.  THE 
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Musical  Productions  Controlled  by 

Samuel  French,  Inc. 

PLAIN  AND  FANCY 

SEVENTEEN 

THE  MERRY  WIDOW 

WONDERFUL  WALTZ 

THE  VAGABOND  KING 

THE  DESERT  SONG 

OF  THEE  I  SING 

GOOD  NEWS 

THREE  TO  ONE 

THREE  WISHES  FOR  JAMIE 

THE  GINGHAM  GIRL 

THE  FIREMAN'S  FLAME 

OH!  SUSANNA 

NAUGHTY  NAUGHT 

THE  GIRL  FROM  WYOMING 

MY  CHINA  DOLL 

ROSALIE  RUNS  RIOT 

THE  SWEETEST  GIRL  IN  TOWN 

LITTLE  WOMEN 

OUR  NIGHT  OUT 

HARMONY  HALL 

THE  BACHELOR  BELLES 

THE  PRINCESS  RUNS  AWAY 

GOLDEN  DAYS 

THE  TALES  OF  HOFFMAN 

OLD  KING  COLE 

K  descriptive  list  of  "French's  Musical  Library" 
will  be  sent  on  request. 


